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streamed down his forehead and for three hours he remained in
this death-like state. At the end of this time he groaned, twitched,
muttered; eventually he opened his eyes and as he looked somewhat
exhausted, I revived him with neat brandy and milk. Fully awake,
he informed me that everything was arranged; that the missing
trunk, number nine, would in ten minutes be put on board a small
junk, and would arrive safely in not more than eight days. And
so it came to pass as the sage had predicted. I cautiously asked the
messenger who accompanied the trunk (a necessary precaution in
the Far East, and in certain parts of the East), to relate to me
precisely how he learnt that I wanted the trunk, and how he knew
that it was in that empty room at the old castle. Before I repeat his
story, it should be remembered that in that part of the world to
which I now refer, no one opens the door after dusk, and if anyone
travels, he does so taking due precautions; should he call upon
anyone after dusk, he is not admitted, but the person from within
will shout, "Who goes there?" Whereupon the caller will give
his name and identity; after which he is (on very special occasions
only) admitted. Usually the message is given only by voice,
neither speaker seeing the other, conversation taking place through
closed doors. And so it was on this occasion. The Commissione.T
of Police, who was a native, was summoned by a knock on his
door at the exact time when my friend went into a death-like
trance. The Commissioner heard my friend speak, as distinctly
as if he were there, and, receiving the message, made haste to carry
out my wishes. My friend had either been there in the spirit or
telepathized so powerfully that the unsuspecting Police Official
was convinced that the sage was in his presence. He was much
perturbed on the morrow when he found that no one had seen my
friend since his departure, several days before, with me, on my
great journey in search of the unknown. So intense was his
surprise that he wrote to me later, and was astounded when he
learned that my friend had never left my side. The chief point
of interest in this story is that not even the high officials appreciate
to any extent what hidden powers are at work in their midst.
Why it took the sage three hours to return to consciousness is
difficult to understand; though it is quite usual for things to happen
in either three's or seven's of something, in the East, in these
phenomena. Such telepathy is unquestionably concentration of
thought directed by the will, influencing another absolutely,
without, in some cases, any audible language. Try it yourself,
and don't doubt; then you will be astonished.

Think of your friend, picture his face in your mind, or if you